
~'ive Hijtory of 

0, the Diuell take fuchcoozcners, God forgiueme. 
Good vnkle tdl your tale, I haue done. 

Wor. Nay, ifyou haue not,to it againe, 

We will ltay your leifurc. 

H t.l haue done yfayth. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scotti/h Prifonerso 
Deliuerthem vp without theirranlbme ftraight, 
•And make the Dowglat fonne your ouely meane 
For powers in Scotland^wbich for diners reafons 
Which I (hall fend you written, bee aflur’d. 

Will cafiiy be granted you, my Lord. 

Your fonne \t\Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall fccretly into the bofomecrcepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, wel-bcloutt, 

The Archbifhop, 

Hot. Of Terke, is it not ? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 
His brothers death at Brifiovo the Lord Serose * - 

1. tpeake not this in eftimation. 

As what Ithinke might bee, but what 1 know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fet downc. 

And onely ftaies but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that fhail bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it; vpon my lifeit will doe well. 

Nor. Before the game’s afoore,thouftiH let’ft flip. 

Why, it cannot choofc but be a noble plot. 
And then the powerof Scotland, and of Tori* 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor.hnd fo they fhail. 

Hot. In fayth it is exceedingly well aimdc, 

Wor. And a tis no little reafon bids vsfpet d, 

To faue our heads,by ray fi. gof a head : 

For,beare our felues as euen as wee can. 

The King will alwsycs thmke hi m in our debt. 

And rhinke wee tbinke our felues vBfarisfkd. 

Till he hath found a rime to pay vs home. 

And ice already , how he doth'begln 
* 0 makc V s ftraugerj to his lookes of Joue, 


Hit, 


Henry the Fourth* 

Hot. Hee does shec doesjweele bee rcueng’d on him* 
rior. Coulin, farewell. No furthergoc in this, 

Then I by Letters fhail dired your courle 
When time is ripe, which will bee fuddenlyt 
lie flcaleto Glendower, and loe , Mortimer , 

Where you an ZDovcglas , and our powers at once. 

As 1 will fa&ion it } fball happily meet, 

• To beare our fortunes in our owne flrongarmcs, • 

Which now wee hold at much vneertainty. 

Nor. Farewell, good brother, we fhalithriue, I traff. 

Hot . Vnkle , adue : O Jec the hourcs bee foort , 

Till Fields^ Bio wes,andC roues, applaud our {por t Extant. 
Enter <r farrier with a Lanterne in his band. 

I Car. Heighho,an it be not foure by the day,Ttc be hangd, 
Churlcs-waine is ouer the new China jey,and yet our horfe not 
packt. What O flier t 
0(1. Anon, anon. 

i.C«r.I prethee7«>», beat Cuts Saddle.put a few Flocks in 
thepoint, poore Iadeis wrung imhe Withers out ofallcefle. 
Enter another Carrier. 

t Crr.Peafe and Beanes are as danke hecrc es a dog, and that 
isthe next way to giae poore lades the Botsithis houfe is tur- 
ned vpfide dovvne fince Robin Oltler died. 

1. Car. poore fellow ncuer ioyed fince the price of Oates 
rofe,it was the death of him. 

a.CV. Ithinke this to bee the moft villanous houfe in all 
London road for Flea$,I am flung like a Tench. 

, V ^ ar ' k'ke a Tench ? by the Made there is nc’re a King 
chriften could be better bit, then I haue bin fince the firll cock. 

2. C4r. w by .you tvill allow vs ne’re a Iordaine, and then we 
leakeinyour Chimney , and your Chamber- lie hr cedes Fleas 
“ke a Loach. 

^•Car. What OJller .ccmc away, and be hangd ,come away. 
2.C-r.i haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two rafts of Cioger, 
10 Dc «diucredasfarre as Cb*ring.croJJe. 

• > ' C f r * 9 ods body, the Turkics in my panier arc quite flat- 
‘? t ^flter ? a plague on thee, haft thou nctier an eye in 
y ead ? canll not heart , and ’twere not as good a deed as 
C 2 dr nkf^ 


1 




